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The call reached her, 
even in deepest repose. 


Eyes opened to a 
shifting blackenss as 
the thunder rumbled 
softly in the distance, 
heralding the birth of 
a tempest. Hands 
moved slowly against 
surrounding etchings 
carved deeply into the 
stone as lungs took in 
a harsh gasp, then 
slowly steadied. 


Cifga! The air 
tasted curiously of 
smoke, a camp not 
seen, but hidden 
somewhere outside. 
Her body slid limply 
to the dirt «oor, first 
crawling, then 
stumbling, as her 
slowly waking mind 
willed it toward the 
entrance, lightning 
glowing in sporadic 
cashes within the 
night's dark clouds. 


It started slowly, this 
rumbling, then 

cracking like the 

whip wielded on 

Orkney; it roared in 
front of her, moving 
first to one side, then 


splitting in a peak of 
mirrored crescendos to 
circle until fading 
slowly at a distance 
behind her. 


She leaned against 
the rotting beam of 
the shaft's opening, 
the rains first 
brushing her body in 
mere drops, then 
falling in a blinding 
torrent as one 
brilliant shaft, jagged 
and fierce, lit the 
landscape, shooting 
across a dark, night 
sky in a searing 
ash. 


Dry, parched earth 
absorbed the downpour, 
trees sucking up 
needed moisture, 
briey illuminated in 
the staccato rhythm of 
the storm. Silent as 
tombs, they swayed, 
some falling, some 
standing, as they 
continued to be pushed 
by the growing winds 
surrounding them. 


One particularly large 
shaft of fire arced 
and forked its way 
across the night with 
no sign of source or 
destination. Now 
soaked in the rain, it 
cashed in sequence to 
the streaks overhead 
as wakening senses 
first whispered then 
clamored for her to 
feed. 


In a searing round of 
excruciating pain, her 
body shuddered. She 
moaned softly, it's 
sound blending eerily 
into the rising winds 
sporadically hidden 
within explosive 
rounds of thunder. 


